David Arnot

would have little difficulty to dispel misunder-
standing.

David assured himself that he had few if any
personal enemies in Scotland* That Mungo
McKerlie had returned from Italy he did not
know; nor, had he known, would he have
seen any cause for McKerlie's relentless hatred.

It was true, he mused, that the orthodox
medical profession had looked upon his
methods dubiously; yet, so far, his combined
courtesy and firmness had carried him success-
fully through every difficult encounter with
the members of the Faculty. Usually his mere
presence had been enough to silence opposition,
even though not always to carry conviction.

The open acrimonious jealousy foretold by
the Paduan Master had never yet manifested
itself in any powerful shape; and David there-
fore, serene in his own integrity and impersonal
aims, regarded his present dilemma as a pro-
voking episode : not any serious menace.

The vague apprehension and depression
which had so often beset him in dreams, and in
thoughts of Mariota, did not now aflect him;
for though women had always been a mystery,
he knew well from experience how to deal with
men.

Therefore when he dismounted in front of
the Canongate Tolbooth* and even when he
was led into a miserable-looking cell, the sudden
melancholy he felt was not due to fear for him-
self, but rather to sympathy for others who